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I abused him with much temper, I have seen him weep
like a child and express his repentance with unmistak-
able and dignified sorrow."

" Mirabeau scolded and weeping like a child ! What
a comedian!" we are tempted to exclaim. Yet this
would be unjust. An actor he was, but not a conscious
one, like the other great man of the Eevolution, Bona-
parte. When once he had given the rein to his feelings,
whether in speech or writing or action, they swept him
away with them. He did not play a part, he felt it; for
the time he was what he seemed to be. The Mirabeau
of to-morrow might be very different from the Mirabeau
of to-day. The Mirabeau of the Assembly, carried away
by the applause of the galleries, or goaded by the insults
of the Right, was not the same as the Mirabeau who,
in solitude or in the company of some judicious friend,
penned those admirable notes for the Court, or even as
the Mirabeau who, when at length he had reached the
chair of President of the Constituent, set himself with
conviction to play the part of a moderating and guiding
power in that turbulent and disorganised body. Neither
was he a hypocrite when he deplored with sighs and
tears, as he frequently would, "the great injury the
irregularities of his youth had inflicted on the Common-
wealth," and hurried, perhaps on the same evening, to
debaucheries scarcely less disreputable.

In the beginning of July 1789 the Assembly set
about the task of creating the constitution, and although
an account of their labours would carry us far beyond
our limits, it is necessary to attempt to convey some
general impression of Mirabeau's policy during the
three montns which preceded the forcible removal of